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HEARD IN THE FOYER.

'
Items or Interest In the Dramatic

Profession.

Holiday Talk in the Theatrical
World.

Actorx pas into obscurity moro rnp.
idly than any other class of pcoplo bo.

I fore the public, Instances of Ibis aro
always cropping up. Hero is ouo Hint
ssas discussed yesterday. Old Jobu
Jack, an extremely cnpnblo nctor nud salt!
to bavo been ouo of tbe best FnUtnfTs
known, when Inst heard from was iu 'a

Island ' ' "hourly shows
with n company of Ihrco people besides
himself. It is onlv nt cortii'n limes of
tbu yoar that currency prevails cm-th- e

Maud, nud it is snid that Mr. nek accepts
llnli as the price of ndmisMon. lie is
pictured sief chine (wo tiny fish in bis
hiind. rollcctioly. mid rluiillv deciding
Ibnt they uero worth feat iu thn p;.illcry,
then c tin).' ihein into the box.ofllce nud
disposing of thcin Ibo following day at
the mnrkot-pliir- Iiun-iu- e New Yorkers
inarchm. to Ibo Fifth Avonue Theatre,
rusting n couplo of mackcrol at tho sedate
lievnoldaand skipping down tbe nisles
to tboir Bents.

Dockstnder has nt Inst found n resting
place for the solo ot his foot. It is a com-
fortable testing lihicu. too. Tho genial
Jlr. Lew on Monday night joined Ilorr.
mnun's Tninuiitlnntiiuo Vaudeville Com-jinn-

Dockstnder is n clever fellow, and
if Gun Williams can inako a bit iu this
excellent organization, why, there is no
reason why Dockstnder should not be
equally lucky.

' ' Will lot kuowyou kindly mo why
Gilmoro udvertisod Mine. Stone-Burto- n

to sing Huudny evening nud then ninilo no
explanation for her A
eoori portion of the nudieuco were bor ad-

mirers and went l articularlv to bear her.
Could I not lniYO deiunuded tho price of
Bint B? A Lover of Music."

Hardly. You wero unfortunate to miss
the portion oi tho concert you coveted.
But the concert was there. These littlo
things happen occasionally, but ns n gon-er- nl

rule New York nmusement seekers
nro comfortably tnkcu enro of. Woo
stoicism, denr lover of music, and vou
will bo bnpuy.

John Stetson was in town yesterdny,
making arrangements for the production

of 'The Gondoliers." Ollbert and Bulll-a- ns now opera. Mr. Htetson will prob.
lv have tsvo companies playing toot ofPittsburg, exclusive of Now York City,of courso.

i

Hero is a batch of Loudon nowa sent to
The Lvenino Wonm from an American
sourroi " 'The Gondoliers.' nt tho
ravoy. is n great success here, nnd will bo
in America. I thluk. 'Tho ltcit Hussar.'nt Ibo L,rlo. nuother opern, la n grent
success. IrTlnc's 'Dead Heart' is agrnud
production and doing grent business.
HuyUlaH,' nt tho Gaiety, is a niagnlfi.

cent burlesque- nnd is packing tho theatre
nightly. 'Paul Jones' is Hill on nt tho
Prince of Wales's. 'Kwcct Lavender' is
ncaring its bos en. hundredth performance
nt Terry's. 'London Day by Day' is nt
the Adolpbl. I don't think they wouldgo wild over It in Amoricn. Grent thincs
nro expected from tho Christmas panto-mimes- ."

m

John A. Maeknr. it is reported, will bo
Jbo star iu Hoyt's farce-comed- " A
Texas Htoor." Mnckisy scorns to bo com-lilcte-

on bis feot again, n fact in which
bis many friends will rejoice with au ex-
ceeding gladness.

Joseph Wboclock is not going lo bo
connected In nny way with " Gouelon,"
tbu pluv in which Lawrence Barrett was
to have appeared at tho Droodway Then.
Ire. Mr. Wbeolock is not doiug any-
thing nt present. He ueeds parts mid
salaries of a precise fit, nnd the woods nro
not full of them.

A number of companies lving idle this
week will start forth nftor the holidays,
lovely in tholr toorganizatiou. 'J ho
theatrical reason out of town Las becu
simplv awful. Miss Jeffreys Lewis, of
whose unfortunnto circumstances wo

Ihcnrdn groit dent fomo time ago. opens
in Pitlstoa. Pa., in "Tho Galley

Slave." Tho "Fcrncliffo" roinixiny
starts out again next month, lteurgnu- -
i7ntlon in many cases may effect happy
results.

A benefit performance in aid of tho
family of the Into Patrick Snllivnu. ss ho
was killed nt tho electric works roceully,
will tnke place nt Ibo New Lyceum Opern-Hous- e.

Thirtv.fourtU street nnd Thin!
avenue, on Saturday evening, Jnn. 4.
There will be n viry entertaining pro-
gramme.

A

Sad Loavo-Takln- r.

from IAa.StK IVr Wnkl'.
Despondent Individual (on through ex-

press) Ab I it is so lovely, so lovely the
beautiful blue sky, tbe white, fleecy clouds,
the glorious sunshine and to think I am
gazing on it all for tlio last time.

Startled l'assciigoi I 1 beg pardon, sir.
hut you don't look liko a dying man. nor
like a person condemned to death tor any
crime.

Despondent Individual It isn't that.
i on see I am goinir hack to Use In f " stern
city where they burn soft coal.

A DUMA 05 CMISTMAS t ft
PAmXED ON CHINA.

CHAPTER I.

I THE VISION ronCSHADOWED.

A cold, murky day; a thick fog: gaslight
glaring, dim and yellow, ' through cvciy
window In the narrow streets of tho heart of
Loudon; and tho 21st day of December,
18(14.

On that particular day, at 10 o'clock in
the morning precisely, I, George Harold,
stood musing with an open letter in my
liaiut.

I had seen tho whole year through; had
ncser quitted .town, save fqr a day or two at
roost, all through the weary months.

There had been change aftor change in the
onico to which I was attached, each one
act-ti- ng to us (tho clerks) more insano and
hopelessly complicated than the preceding
one.

"And with tho dogged obstinacy of in-

competency," said we, bittorly, "they will
flounder on till time is no morel But" ay,

thir was the rubl " why rob us of our an-

nual holiday:"
l"cho ansncicd "Why?''
It was tho onlv rcspnnso wo ever received,

and it was not satisfactory.
So tho year had spun itself neatly out, and

Christmas was coming fast.
"They could not haso tho heart to refuse

me if I ilia accept!" 1 muttered in sasago
soliloquy. "Uy Jove, 1 xriti !" I Bald; "or.
at all event. I'll make tho trial. 'Nothing
venture nothing have!'"

And set it was by no means a tempting
prospect, I thought, as I once again perused
tlio lines before me. and In my mind's eye
travelled to the desnluto Staffordshire town,
whither my correspondent had settled as tho
doctor and lrlcnd ot the majority of its in-

habitants.
Thero was one and only ono paragraph

in the unto catching enough to make it
worthy of rciinrl..

it was a strango one, too, and I caught
no self i treating it dining the day with
mechanical tarneslnei's, oltcn Inking tlio
letter tinnimy pockit and reuniting it curi-
ous! .

It run thin:
"1 hnvti not much to offer ynn in tho way

ol g.isity or Jollity, onl tellow; but If a
Iwarty welcomo and a surprising dbeosery
will be nil.letoutly magnetic, puck up and
come at once if you can: fori
husuinadi; the acquaintance of a pretty las.
sie, ono Joan Miller br name, who paints
on china, ami sees visions and dreams
dreams almost equal to Joan ot Aic I lam
trying to keep her out of n consumption,
but 1 fear Cupid undoes nt night what 1 do
in thn day! lint, at all cents, it will be a
giand study tor you!"

Now, I miiBt confess to a certain sccnti-cis-

where si ers aro concerned, I liatu nut
little faith in the man ellons. though I often
enough ileal in tbu wonderful and romantic.

lint this haunted mc fascinated me! I
could not resist picturing this "profile las-
sie" painting owers and nrns. all the tiuio
coloring her stories with more perfect
beauty than conld bo shown evou by the
most skilful hand on tho delicate porcelain.

It was with almnit a sigh of relief, there-
fore, that I found myself in tho railway c,

the train iu motion, and 1 and my
carpit-ba- g fulr.'y on the nay to my friends
house.

It was a Ions Jnnrney, and would hart
bceudicary enough but lor tho preparations
for dear old "biithei Christinas." which
seemed to le agitntiug csery railway

to his utmost.
Hamper aflei hamper, basket after bas-

ket, game caiclcstdy displayed with com-
placent lndltlercuec.fi nit and holly, and mis-
tletoe all eiy right aim proper. I thought,
gltotullv, and. llna.li-- . ns wo lushed out of
the station with n shriek ami snoit of tho
engine, tho white miow began to fall in
huge Hakes, the atmosphere cleared as
though hv magic, tho wind rose yes,
Clnistmas was coming without doubt!

Tho world was to put on tho white mantle
of purity once again, iu honor of that Ion ly
birth and glorious destiny now for nineteen
centuries an old, old, brantiful story.

'J his was mv thought as I alternately
lookid from the window und tnrned my at-

tention to the crtature comforts snugly
lying in my ttatclliiiir bag.

tint I grew Hied of smoking, at last. I
tried tirrnd: it was of no avail; there was
nothing for it but sleep.

lion long I r lumbered uneasily and
do not know, but I icmumber I was

awukunod by tho stopping of the train with
a jerk, and the sound or a stern, hard voice.

"This train for llidiand. guBrdf'asked
tlnmrimaer.

"This Is for Itcdland, sir; and here's
l.ianv an empty carnage, Jlr. -- '

That will do. guid-lh- at will do!" in.
terrupted tho passenger, srappishly.
"Noercall loople's names out. guard, if
yon fjney jou know them. Not that ypu
would know mine, though. I tuppoie," bo
added, gravely.

"Ibfg pardon, sir; as you please about
that!"mnrmnrpd tho ofllclal.apologctlcal y;
"but t do kuow iiuu. sir. though jou'vo
boon away formally a year.

lie whistled as he spoke, and touched Ids
cup in acknowledgment of tho half-crow-n

the gentleman pin into his hand.
1 could not on him M;ry plainly myself,

for ho ci cinched down, as it were, into a cor- -
ki utr, and pulling bis felt hat deeply over his

7

eyes, proceeded to open his cigar-cas- e very
deliberately, ami. haing selected a weed
with great care, lit a match and began to
smoke.

7 Ami, fnr the Pi ' idiir. I mv M face.
I could have sworn to him anywhere, after

that one glance.
On one check was a purplish red rear, dis-

figuring painfully what was otherwise a
handsome, but very forbidding, counte-
nance.

I may have been prejudiced; tho scar may
hao given him a sinister look: his haughty,
inquiring stare at myself may navo annoyed
me for the moment; but certain It is. at that
tiuifc 1 remembered an old print of Cain and
Abel, and this man childish though it was

to my imagination, seemed to have sat for
the original portrait of Cain in tho picture.

I had not much inclination to break in up-
on his re eric for Just at thia moment ho
seemed lost in deep thought: bnt I did pluck
UP couragn (and I hope, politeness enough)
to wish him tho compliments of the season,
and remark upon the very seasonable
weather wo wore likely ton be favored
with

Ho repeated my first words in mocking
echo.

"What mokes a merry Chrlstmas?"be
asked, scornfully; "tell me that;"

"Love and happiness, I snpposo." I an-
swered, laughingly, "roast beef and plum

udding, steaming punch, merry girls andE ovs. and sweethcurts, and "
" You aro wrong, sir," he interrupted;" but you aro young. Money, wealth, po-

sition these am the ingredients for your
rcsllj good Christmas pudding. You, I
tako it sir, have been in London ?"" I coino from there!" I answered, rather
loftily" have lived there all my llfnl"

I could not enduro the idea of being taken
for a rustic, and hugged myself with tho
notion how cleverly I would sell him it ho
began to speak of town, for. young as I un-
doubtedly was, I knew and had seen a great
deal of what is, foolishly, perhaps, called
life!

Ueedged up nearer to me, fnr. at the paco
we wero traelling, it was diflicnlt to near
each other distinctly. "See here, sir." he
commenced, taking his cigar from his
mouth, and checking off, ashcsioke, each
point on tho palm of his baud with the

end, "You sav sou have hecn iu
London, sir; well, sohaxol. iJojnnknow,
aslcamo to the station," ho continued,
snecrincly, "I passed thousands ot poor
folks?"" I fear tho season will not lo a very fes-
tive one for some ot them," I ventured to
remark.

Ho waited to hear what I had to answer,
for he seemed to .'erk out the sentences as
though chnllcncing inn to contradict him.

l'or the first time he laughed a low, chuck-
ling sort of laugh. It made mo feel posi-
tively nervous a feeling of the flesh creep-
ing, as the countryfolks say.

After a moment's thought, ho resumed his
Bpeech.

"Yes, poor folks by the thousand, young
and old. A curious fancv struck me. sir, as
I passed a flowing and observed
at tho door a shivering, wretched old crone
becging for copiiers in order to bny gin
with to di aden her misery, perchance. I
went back and fancied her n young girl,
sir woo a history of her for myself."

"Indeed!" I safd. "A romantic one, of
course t""yes," he answered; perhaps a true
one. Listen. Picture to yonrself a cottage
inadrcai-- . smnUvtonn, and she a Iresh,
innocent girl, with two lovers, mark you;
both well favored, desirable for husbands,
the one rich, tho other poor. The woman,
wl'li that feeling of the heart f ngeudcied by
folly, nurtured by nnvel-- i catling, halting
between two opinions, hesitating between
Iioverty and affluence, choosing nay city and
the poor man, who starves both her and
himself, and tho end the door of a London

Again bo laughed at tho details of the
story tho dead gray, leaden hue of the sky
ho had paiuteds and at he did to I stared at
him in stupid amazement.

' ' You at e assuming the husband to be un-
fortunate," I said, "primrrmiilent J"

"Ay," ho answered readily; "your list
word is the wise one and tho best one. too.
Young folks, poor and struggling, aro Im-
provident, as a matter of course. How can
tliey help being so? They mi only livo in
the present; they cannot afford to savo a
single pleasure for middle age; and tho re-

sult is mlseri. And ct these thing arc
happening etery day." he continued,
fiercely. " Oh, the folly the madness of it
all! Bah! I am sick at heart when I think
of it. by. oion I have found it true!"

lie stopped here, and when he spoke again
his tone w as light and careless.

"A tig for moralising!" he said. "What
mniseuto it Is. only that words are so much
bitter than unutlcrcd thought, and it is
such a relief sometimes to talk even to the
most perfect straiigci. Here, sir, try this
lirniidy. '' lie concluded, and let ns chango
the subject."

I drank with him, and wn sroke of Tied-lan- d

and that a utlng on the china, my dear
old frieoAllie doctor (of whom he bait some-
how hcamv and the train slack-
ened speed, and we were steaming tlowly
into the station,

He held out Ida hand to me aa he stood on
the stop. Ifo was flushed and hot, and Ida
mouth worked into strango. conuMo
twists as he spoko hi last words to me.

"1 should liko to shako hands with you,
young sir." ho said, almost gently, "if you
don't mind. "

I responded frankly. He pressed my
band lightly.

SESSESSSEEEimSSSm

"A happy Christmas, "he said, "and a
prosperous loc.ult. if you should ccr bo
smitten with a pair oi bright eyes. I hopo
your path will Dc smooth."

"I icbo the wish," 1 cried, menlly.
He turned a uliastly, questioning look

upon me. and without another word walked
rapidly away.

"Any gentleman hero by the name of
Harold V iuqniied thn oiceof tho guard.

" Yes; I am he," 1 responded.
"Hero you are, doctor!" ho shouted,

loudly, and jovially; "hero is tho lost
sheep!"

Ho stood aside, laughingly, and presently
Dick Ludlam and I wcie clasping hands and
exchnnging all sorts of pleasant speeches.

"Who is the gentleman who travelled
with the guard?" I asked, as ho walked by
the side of Dick and myself.

" Well, sir, you see, ho wns as pleasant a
gentleman as trav tiled my ride: but, lord,

'now his own mother wouldn't know him!
lln's Jest conio homo from (formally, sli."
continued tbe garrulous ofllcial. " His
people are powerful rich; the best potteries
in itedland belong to 'em. They do say It
was through a lnvo aflair, but I wouldn't
mention it. Oh, his nam.', sir.? Oh. I beg
your pardon! yes. It is Hilton-GeolT- rcy

Hilton's eldest eon, air! Oood night, and
thank ye!"

I passed my arm through Dick's, and wo
proceeded towards the main entrance.

It was still snowing fast, and my late com- -
fianinnmoodily.

stood leaning against a post,

I was nearest to him, nnd I caught an ex-
clamation that almost startled me.

Just alove a whisper, Mr. Hilton was
speaking:

"I am on yonr track, Mr. Claudol Blow
for blow! I will wash out tho dlsgiace. if I
never set foot again in my native land!
Tlio fool tho fool! to think I would lose
sliiht of him! And as for Joan "

Ho saw us at this Juncture, and, raising
his hat politely, moved away into tho anon-cla- d

night.

CHAPTER II.
joan'k visios is the davmoiit.

We spent a very quiet evening, Dick and
I, for wo had much to think of many events
to relate.

Home of our old cronies wero dead and
some prospering, mote doing badlv,f;onc,such as they were, ono and all, this

night wo spoke of them, thought of them, at
their kindliest and best.

It was just as wo parted for the night I
him ot Joan Mellor and his promise.

"llumcmber." I said. Jokingly, "you
lured me hither to see Miss Clairvoyante.
I declare, upon my word. I camo almost
specially to test by actual experience how
much mv theory is worth!"

He stopped me grai cly.
"Geotge,"lm said, m a low tone, "my

letter was a Jesting one, porhapt, but nn
must not think I would mako merry at this
pior girl's intirmiiy niadnes cell it what
jou will! Itemcmber," he continued, ear-
nestly, "sho Is so good nnd pure tlmt J, foi
one, Aould ro.'olco to call her sister!" ,

Ho shook hands with mo cordially enough,
but thero was a flush on his cheek, and I
conld reo easily enough 1 had awakened
memories not altogether ph

" But yon will show her to me," I urged," for the of j our promiso 7"
He smiled." l'or moro than tbat,"horcturnod; "foryour goad ami hers. Hho is so genial and

pleasant when her dreams havn not dis-
quieted her, I am sure you will like her, as
as I do!"

Ilonas standing abovo mo as bespoke,
and I could ice tho candle he held in his
hand tremhlo half an inch away.

Iwonr'cred, and guisxcd, and wondered
to myself, and then fell asleep that first
nlffht in Dick Ludlam's house.

My slumbers wero not dicamless, but
nothing In thorn suggested for a moment
the terrible drama in which i was to play
this coming Christmas Kc.

I slept lato on the following morning, and
was snoring away, I mako no doubt, along
hour after Dick had finished his breakfast
ami sun his poorer patients, who received
idi o gratis at the tailicr hours of cettaiu
dsjs in tho week.

But I mined myself at last, and jumped
nut of bed, dressed leisurely, and descended
to tbo breaklast-roo-

There was a scroll laid beside my plate
from Dick.

"Help joursclf. it ran: "plea e your-
self: but expect me at half-pa- I
pav my tisit to .loan at that tunc."

What in the world was there in this nolo?
Himply nothing, and yet my heart beat loud
and last.

1 had no appetite a strange, undefined
feeling thrilled mo in an unaccountable
manner. I can scarcely describe tho

restlessness which seized me as
1 thought of tho young girl.

1 waiked to the window; the snow was
still tailing. The tillage, for it was scarcely
a town, looked unutteiably drcarv, smoko
everywhere, blacks falling aa fast as the
anow-flaki-

I bad never been in a manufacturing ct

before, and tho ehlmnevs and faetorl s
all around inspired me with a loathing, a
desire to rush away from them, oen though
it should be back to London.

I returned to the breaktsst.table, drank a
cupnf coflee fcer:shly and tiled to oat. It
was a melancholy failure, and at last I gao
up the attempt.

"itlsof no use," I muttered grimly; "Imust see Joan, thedicamer, before I can bo
nettled and at peace."

"What folly It was what folly!" thought
I sternly. " flail I gone back to childhood,
to tremble at a phantom like this ?"

I bummed a tune, whittled an air from tho
list new opeia. opened a magazine and reael
carelessly, not understanding a sentence. '

With a mad energy I seicd my hat at last,
and putting on my overcoat and lighting a
cigar I sallied out.

I had one hour to wait. I could not would
not remain indoors.

Actuated by a mad impulse I hurried on
till the village was a good mile behind mc,

I left thn high road and crossed a barren
sort or heath or tract of common.
Tho snow had drifted here, but with a
leap, a hip, hurrah! I cleared obstacle after
obstacle, and presently found nnsclf by tho
side of a worked. out coal mine.

Ncer wak s more wretched. looking spot.
Tho icmnauts of machinery still were there;
tho railings hastily thrown around the en.
traneo tn tho mine were rotting away last.

I shuddered as I fancied snmo belated
tr.nelIor passing this way hnmewaiel to
wife and children a whistling, merry fob
low.caielcss and heedless and then a crash,
a fall, and the hopo deterred, making the
heart so sick at home!

Entranced, and held captive bv the weird
fascination, I stood nursing my fancy for a
few minutes. A flauro passed me by, muf-
fled up to tbo eyes!

Hastily, and without notice, ho kepi on
his wav. I fancieel he glanced at me keenly
and furtively; hut of this I am not sure.

Inn moment the soliloquy at the station
on tho pi o inns night crossed my mind. I
know not now whv It was. I am content to
think some intuition pointed out the man to
mo as an actor, with me in a life-dra- to
come. Be that as it may, as the wind caught
the long cloak hn was wearing, he turned to
aeliust it, and by the sear on his cheek I
knew him as (lenffrev Hilton.

I made my way back alter this to Dick's
house. As I parsed tho front gate I drew nut
my watch and looked at It anxiously. Was
I too late" No; it was a within a few minutes
of the halMiniir.

I entered by the door leading to tho sur-
gery and met my old frler.d, who was

to tho gate ono of his old and desti-
tute ratients.

"I'll send you some sonp,"I heard him
say iu a low tone. "That's the medicine
yon want, Jamie."

Tho poor fellow tottered away, but not so
quickly but that I could see the expression
of grateful aficction for tho doctor ou his
features.

A good fellow ho was. Dick Ludlam, and
ho got more Christinas greetings and
prayers, my reader, than you or I aro ccrlikely to get.

Well, well, ns I have said, I met Dick.
"Now," I said, "for the Sphinx the

mjster'ouslndy! Come, old fellow, Ismail
iinnatiencc!''

He shook off my hand with rough cood
humor, dinnka glass of sherry and nibbled
a biscuit, as lie put on his coat.

"Now, (icorgnl'ho said; "and remem-
ber, sho Is to me as a sister a dear sister!
Poor Joan !"

I pressed his arm in a silent sort of sym- -
fisthy, and

Itedland.
tngothcr wowalkod through the

I scarcely know, even to this day, which
had tho host of it, the blacks or the snow, I
fancv it mut bavo been an equal mixttue
tlint the two flew n race, as it weie. andcompromhed the matter by coming down
tocetlier. as thoni'h arm in arm. and iu the
fondest amity. But I do Know this: that ns
wo left tlio village behind ns laugliinglv we
wiped our features nnd ruied our heeds to
the pine, snow. flaked skv and presently
cumo to tho entrance of a p'etty rnttagp.
"iingly reposing under the only woodland lhaiUutsien in that part of tho country.

'Jruly. thero was not much of it just
enough, perhaps, to suggest grroreiy and
the snug of birds in Bpiiifg nnd Summer;
the coloring or russet in the crisp Autumn,
and for the Winter well, just now. nt all
oicnts. the twigs looked liko white feathers.

Pel haps the place neser apneared in such
clear, nuro raiment as it did this day. I can-
not tell what thouiiht flashed across me. as
I followed Dick Lndlam through the littlegate. All was chsos in and aioiind: only I
felt awed, and, perhaps, a bit frightened.
But this did not last long.

The doctor knocked at tho door; an ex-
clamation of pleasure reached mo in a sweet,
sail soice, and I fo'lnweil him as iu a dream.

The ilnor was made last again, and I found
nivself in the piesencont ,'osn Mellor.

Casually 1 glanced inund the room; every-
thing spoko eloquently of order and neat-nos- s.

The table shone again. n lirisht was
the nialiocniu: warm crimson curtains hung
at the window; a bird was singing away
nierrilym ltcasro; a camellia. In full blncm.
In an exquisite porcelain floner.pnt, stood
on the window-sil- l. I hearil Dick's voice,
but it sounded to ma far away, as an echo of
tho past.

1 was roused hv a tap on the shoulder, and
Dick stood before me.

"'icorce,"bofatd. "rerrnit me to Intro-
duce you to loan Mellor. I may tall ynu
Joan ?" he said, addressing the young girl.

"Yes, doctor, of lonrtc." sho answircd,
hriuhtly.

"Very well, then," be continued,
"ficorgo Harold, Joan Mellor!"

She bowed gracefiillv. Tho action was aa
though a willow tree bent in the summer
brcoe. sosupplo was tho form, so jerfect
thncoiirtosy.

Somewheroor other I had read, or heard,
that every description of beauty in woman
was to he seen in Loudon; that on a June
Sunday a rambler almnt town might dis-
cover every feature of lovoliiicss incident to
female comeliness.

I had adopted this theory lielieved In It
hcait ami soul, until now. Now I confessed
1 was mistaken had been misjudging all my
lire. I had never seen such a woman, can
never hope to no such another again, till I
look upon Joan onco more.

Hie wss fair as to feature; her eyes were
blue and lame; her lips red as a cheirj.
But the uicnte.t charm about her, alter all,
was In r wondrous hair.

It was not fair, iu tbo ordinary accepts,
tfou of tho term, neither was It what Is
called red, It was a pale auburn, a Ruben,
csquo tint, rarelr met with, except iu his
marvellous creations on cam as,

lhaoaid she bowed to me, bnt asilio
reise to my leicl (for she wu exceedingly
ta'lfora woman), sho looked at me fixedly
-- or diesmilj. perhaps, would bo tbo better
word; then, with a sudden impulse, bet
cvciy feature lighting tin beautifully, she
held nut a thin, almost fraitsuartnt hand,
ului.vi-inc- and white, as delicate-lookin- g

as the china on which sho was painting.
"nu are the friend of whom Doctor

Ludlam baa spoken to mo?" she laid.

eagerly. " You roe, I know you already."
I smiled, anil made nrnthor halting icnly.

Hoi look, somehow, had been so piercing.
I felt us though I was in tho presence of a
Judge.

Miehnntcally I turned to thn vaso she had
been painting, ami she orossenl ocr to tho
doctor's sld".

'1 hoy held a little conversation. In which I
did not Join. I overheard Dick asking ques-
tions, and hor quick, uerioiis renllc.

Ono thing struck mo as being very pecu-
liar." I had no dream last night, "sho was say-
ing, iu answer to an ohseivatinu ho had
made; " for ChristniiaKvoisso near now I
rnn only th'iik or that and the mietlng. Ah,
doctor, if I'laudo does not come 1 shall
neer hold up my head again!"

I glanced quicklv at Dick us the girl spoko
thus. Ho naa lookiog tinln; a pained expn-ri- -

sion rested on his fottiirrs, utershadowed,
as it weie. by a stern resohc, shown plnlnly
enough in the compressed lips and clenched
hands." Will you not see my new subject?" she
resumed suddenly. " They toll me there is
a love story connected it- -a fable of the
gods."

Hho took his hands and they camo across
to where I stooet.

The picluie on tbo vasowaa an old ono
enough, though l thought I had ncer seen
it treated with such classlcpurity and exqui-
site color. It was the Judgmout of Paris.

I told the story, thu girl looking at mn with
great cartiostncr. Dick rpoko rather bit-tcr- lv

when I hud llnlslied." Yes," he said gently, "it has its parallel
now. e en iu these prosaio days; only gen-
erally speaking thn position Is levcrseil."

I smiled at tin- - gnalnt'cnncclt." Why, Dick," I said, "you are positively
a Diognncs. I suppose you mean, tho lady
gives the coldin apple nowadays ?"

He nodded briefly and glanced at Joan.
She had touching up the

picture, and secme-d- , for tho moment, ob-
livious of our presence.

Presently shu boirah her strange sollloquv.
"Only ono letter-on- ly ono and that full

of ill news!"
Tbo bruh fell from her nencleBS finger,

and Dick touched her gently.
"Will ) on not tell ns your storv, "ho said,

"now that Chiislinasls so near?
Hhc trembled visibly.
" Yes," she answered; "as I may not seo

again, dear doctor, before I seo Claude,Jon tell on now."
Wo sat on each side of her, and, in a low

voice1, sho commenced to speak.
"It is not a story," sho said: "it is a

dream at piBHcnt. By anil by. tt may be a
reality. Out I must tell jou Idld not nlnrys
lie here'. Two cnrs nno I lived in the

with my inotlni. and workeel for Jlr.
Hilton. was strong and well then, but the
cnnllneiuciit, bad nil nnd ilnse work becan
to tell ou mc, and, like hntiilreds of otheis,
1 might halo stayed therr till my ojcicht
failed, consumption might haio eome
upon ma rapidly, and then left tho work-slu-

onlv to die. But I was saved fieim tins,
'and I will tell you how it was. .My mother
bad a l,dtrcr-u- u artist named Claude

.Almoin. I can't him tn you,' she
mummied, in a wrapt whisper, "for I
should you by tlio hour Ibtening if 1

did. Hiiflici'it to ay ho was as poor as m.
relf nay. I think pooior; but his heart-a- y,
theie was wealth 1"

Dick bent his head so low now I could not
see bis features.

"Need I speak the history of our love,
doetoi ?" continued Joan. "Ah, no; not
even to ou. my kindest, best fiicnd nnd
comforter. But he was not my only ad-
mirer. ly employer's son. Mr. Oeotlrev,
must net ns ask mo for my loc. otlired to
make me his wife, lie was very handsome,
and rich too, and, for mother's sake, I might
have accepted him, hnel not Claude first
wooed and won inc. But, though it would
have been a great thing for me, and my
nsrent's life, pel haps, bavo been nude a
little easier fnr the brief tlmo sho remained
on onitli, .ot I could not, for all the world
and its wealth, be false to my heart and my
elear boy, Claude.

"What a tuno it ws, to bosnio! I wss
so unutteiably happv, and yet so wretched,
for (leofliey would meet me, though his sih-te-rs

and parents were furious with h in.
I hey were not iitiury with mo bei'aino lliey
know I gain him no encouragement. Hut
Claude iTew Jealous, nnd ono day mit
fieotliey on the heath. I can't tell son what
was said, but they quarrelled so tiereelv that
when Claude camo homo ho was dreadfully
ilMlgurid. I was alarmed: flcoflroy inlgnt
kill him-h- o had tho strength, and 1 lion-ist- lv

lulieie, at that time, tho Inclination.
"Well. a lew days pss.cdnicr, and Clauilo

was oflcied a commission in copy some (lor- -
man pictures. I pressed him to accept it.
He did not like tn lease me, but I swnroto
him to bo true-th- at in two years from that
time, come weal or woe, I would lo Ida
bride. And the two yeais havocomo to an
end, "sho muimured, "all but two moro
days, and then for keeping my tryst. "

"And you bssn neicr beard fiom Claude
but onco?" I asked in amaement, "How
Is thai ?"

hho blanched to the lips; her eyes weicsct
in n wnni'eiiug stsro.

"Did I not tell jou." she said, "that
Geoflrey Hilton had met Claude iu (lei.

'nisny? ie; and there Iho two had foiiuht
again, this time with swords, and Claude
hail disfigured I 111 on the cheek somehow. '

1 started violently, bnt raid nothing of
Geoflrey Hilton's sisit tn Kidlaud.

"Whv jou did not bear from hi in agnln is
a mystcrs," mid Dick, snaking laiher
huskily. "He surely cannot base lorgnt.
ten vou?"

"Oh, no, doctor: that was my fault. I
lost his letter and did not know where lo
end to him. And I sritved so ranch be-

cause OeofTrcyhsd told Claude I wns not
true to him, and he himself would win mo
after all. Hilt hi- - te ewiir "' she concluded.
"Oh. yes; he will bo at the trysling.pluco
on Christinas I'.sc!"

Her features wero itradiated with such
pine, tiusttiil thought, I could not biiug
mvself to ca.t a doubt utmu her loser a
truth; but as I remcmhcicd my meeting
with Litollriy Hilton, under such clicum- -

stance-- and on two occasions, I o!t a dread '

andearol had not thought it iosslble beloro.
1 remember Joan's last words, as sbn

threw a blue shswl over her head, audi
walked wltli us to tho gate.

"(July two days more, dear doctor, and
then for tho icallzatlou of my ilayllglit
ill ea in I"

Hho bowed onro mole, with Histoid snnplo
giaio of gestuie, and Dick and 1 wailed
silently home.

UHAPTEIt HI.
CUIUS! !AH LVK llY THE I'.UIMCI) MINE.

Die!; I.iullani svas right when ho wrote that
siuteiico iu tho letter which had biouglit
me to lfeilland namely, that he could not
olTcr mi much gaiety or jollity.

Thero was neither one nor the ntlurtnho
got atwitliiti his gates. On tlio contrnrj,
alter this sisit to Jean, ho grew moro silent
ami taciturn than over.

It is true he was much cngsged wasllablo
tn be called awavat any moment but this
did not satisfactorily aecouiit for his silent
reseries and restless uiannci.

1 had my suspicions they pointed strongly
tn Joan Mellor.

Dhl ho lose his strange, beautiful girl?
There must be something moro than met
tlic ere about Dick Ludlam, erst so merry
and blithe.

I did not earoto broach the subject to him;
indeed, ho avoided any mention of our visit.

Ills low spirits were contagious, and I
soon giew as rctless as lunuelf. I nail nno
advantage oser him, truly, of srhlch I was
not slow to avail iiishcII. and thia was, I
conld take txcicise.

I took Ioiil' walks over tho heath: stood by
that snot where 1 had seen (iroilrey Hilton,
and woso a story tor myself; painted this
absent lover, C'laudo Augelo. iu colors of
lo.cate line, as iu conttast with his rival.

biometimes 1 wished I had not come down,
after all lor my old chum could not accom-
pany me in my ramble". At home, he was
not much or a companion: mid, worse than
all, I began tn associato him in my mind
with Joan and Claude, and feared 1 should j

lease him, in any case, with a heavy heart.
lint, amid my iiiimnir and wondering. '

Hum went on, and Christmas Esc came
onco moro.

We were sitting at the fireside.
Dick ami I, iust aa thn shadows wero
tailing. 'Iho snow was dceendiug Iu
great feathery flakes; the wind hnwliri,
as it rushed dosvu the chimney, and liosel
and walked to Ihe niinlnn. how long I

thero I lo not know, tsilcncohad
become so habitual to us, even in this short
tune, that tt might base been flso minutes
or half an hour that I stood peering out ocr
tbo ilofolato little garden.

1 was aimiseil hv Dick. Hho place 1 his
hand mftlv on mv shoulder.

"( hristmas Kso. Ilinmc," ho uttered, in
a low voire. " To night Jinn will see lilm."

1 tinned to him in snrprie. Itvai tlio
llr-- t time her uamo had pas.cd his hpi since
oursihit.

"Yes." I said; "I bore o. I trnt he
ho will be true to his appointment, tinmen,
I tesr, somehon, tho loss of Hist letter will
make n wot derlul difference in his faith. I
know thif," I continued; "if I hadasueet-hear- t

and she neglected tn reply to my first
epistle it would bo my last-- a welcome and
farewell."

Dick sullied sadly.
"oii aic wrnni:, 1eorpe,"he remaiked

attci a paii-- i : " utterly wubi of tho mark.
Ynu do lot know Joan Mellor: I do base
studied her character, naiim d her heart, and
so, t doubt not, h is Claude Augelo, And
ho must know, as I do, no faith can be
trui r, no lose more perfect, than nestle in
her bosom. "

linwhissoieo trembled as he said thia!
whatagiipnf tho shoulder ho gasetne, as
bo preisdl his face tn the cold glass and
looked ou the g sunn !

1 eonfiss 1 conld not ninlei stand It. I was
troubled, the moio so as ho noiild not open
his heart time. I tumbled, laiulllar a wo
were, as I put tho riue-tlo- n to h iu that had
hung ou ins lips so many times dining tin so
tnmlass ibiss that appearut to liaso drat-- :
ged out their length into 5 ears.

' "Diel.."said I. "wbnt is it that troubles
sou why are you so chorle-- s and 1111

Hns lest. so oio? Is it of Joan sou ale
thii Kit. g?"

Ho 'lid not reply fnr a moment, but I felt
' his baud scckitufnr nine. Hu pressed it
Ions and api nils." Don t think 111c a toward. (leorge,"he
whhpueil, "I '" lose her. knowing Hint
she csii noser bo nitno that 1 haso aeied
ilishoiioinbls Iu ilaiuig tn think of hir.
Iho ilriain haj hi en uiiiin a wo 1 as beis,
'Ihe subject the same, but with such diller-- I
Hit hope-- . "

" Yon inns conquer the feeling."! said,
"Ilea brase man. Htmcmbei, Dick, what
chance of toruetlulness nm lmvt compared
tooth is your pintOKsInu"

"Ay!" be intirrupttd, "That must bo,
my mbtress now, 1 shall ucser caio for
wiiiuin again!"

He slioliid asvav with sombie grace, and.
taking his hat fiom the lull parsed out,

" lliasc a call to make, lienrge. and shall
bo back probahlv iu s couplo of hours,' he
said, u hu opened the uate.

1 natihcd him till he was out of sjj-h-

und ri turning, sat down b the lliesnlo and '

thought of hlii), and Joan, and Claude, fill
drowsiness M'ired mo and 1 was In the laud'
of loruclfnli'cs.

WI11 ii I avsole. the curtains were drasvu,
'the shuttiis oli.od: the lamp had I een
turned down, und. will rn 01 Isolation. I
roused myself, and lookul at my watch by
the hie igbt- -

lt was in n'coi'l. I pnt it to mv ear,
doubling whither it had pot stopped iu the
morning. No: tick, tick, tick came regu-- ,
larly and loudly. It was clear I had allowed
the evening tosllpawas.

1 lang tho bell, which svas answcicd by
Dick s lionsokeeiH r." Has Mr. I.udlaiu ictiirncd?" I asked.

"So. sir; he Ins not," she answucd:
"but 1 should think hn can't bu long now,"

I ilisiuissid her. wrapped myself up
warmly, took the pneautlon to place my
brauds-ll.s- k in uy pocket, and marched off
for a walk.

Tlio nnw hart cmkciI falllns; now and
apain the moon .hntm nut from behind a
hhich. ingccl cloiiil, llu'litinc up svith nilvcr
thn sshto cxpaiiso of sshitc-coscru- d moor-lau- d.

I know not what Impiilno rolro 1 mo at thin
ninmoiit. hut certain it la I was initialled to
take mv old louiid by the ruined mine.

I ssalkcd nuicklv. for the nlclit sraa hit-ter-

cnlil. Now anil aeain I disccnied a flu-i- ll

beforo mn. prnccrdlneat a rapiil paco in
tho direction I intended to tako. I ipitck-rue- d

my Pace; Iho Ileum hair stopped, then
liesan to run, as tlioni-l- i frlulit'iifd. I
anillcd ernnly: my curiosity sraa aroimcd.
I waited for a moment till tho moon burnt
out attain.

And thnn I taw 7m dearly!
'llic blun sIiuhI. tho lithe flcnre, the lone,

lion ting hair, llicat hcascual It staa Joan
Mellor.

i caimht her up. 8ho sras pantinc and
hicathh hk, and turned tn me dcilantly.

" Do not stop me. air," alio aaid, "for I
am depcialr."

Hhe put nut her hands, aa thouiih tn keep
mc oft. I saw nlm svas palo to uhastlincss
that her lips trembled wnfnlly.

Hho did not appear to rccounlre me, or
eliio expected it ssaa .nnio otlir person.

she calmed hcrielf, and looked
me Htraiulit in tho face.

"Ypn aro Dnctoi- - I.mllam'a friend, "alio
naiil, more centls. " Do forais-- mo!"

"To be sure," I answered, aoothlncly.
"lint. Miss Me.lnr. si hat a 111. lit fnr you to
bo out, and at this time, tool Vou will
feurcly catch your death ot cold I"

"No," alio aid; "not so, not so. But
Tie tin not llirre: and aa I aat grlcvine. I
aaw him oser hero!"

llersnice sank lo a whisper; alio pointed
acres, tn the ruined mine. I saw him In
mv dream." alio continued, hurriedly, "and
ho was in peril! Oh! sasc him! i'au him!"

Hho ssasby.tcrival and ctcited, I thiiu.lit,
and perhaps It would bo better tn humor
her. Moreover, it was a stratum situation to
find nu self placed lit, and promised an ad-
venture,

"Take my arm. then. Mi.s Mellor," 1

raidniilMlr. "audi will tako er.ro of von."" liow dark it lias grown." she cald, aud- -

1 replied clicrrful'y, as I felt the clasp of
both her bauds mi my arm.

It was a ssurk nf Home difficulty, if not of
actual dau.er; for the narrow path wot, not
discernible except by tho fainte.t lino on each
.hie.

Tho snow had drifted tiere and there. I
noticed, tn lunro heap, and by the side ot
one, as I paused I oIim rved a footprint,

Nosr, for the Hist tune. Joan cave m;
some trouble. Kbe Mils end ao I could
acaicoly Bet hci alone.

Half diasuini;, half carryinir her, I
iicaied the mini.

' Mnpt" hht ejaculated Kiuldcn.y.
I did en.
Hhe held lip hor hand.
"Dn vou hear sntcts ? she whispered.
It wns iiuiKiasihle, ldcelaieil, to expect to

heal tin in nt such a plate at this tune.
hhe followed mv dance.
I sias listenini;eai:erly. Hnniethlnireaucht

my far like a tiainp. tiainp, tramp, l'artlier
on. faint snices sscioilistinctls audible.

' hec, "she svliiipered " reo !"
Joan stooped "Itli a umldeti movement

and placed her hand on the telltale tout- -

' " Quic- k- let us hasten 1" .lie whispci ed.
Without another wonl wo mil no. on.
'Iho moon sailed out from tho clnnil onco

again, and .loan put one liniul on her month
tu stitli the shriek in her thloat, and svith
the other pointcti to the rallinirs mirround-ini- r

tlio mine.
In astonishment I followed the dirccMon

of her dance.
Was 1 too, drcamiiiB? Had the dare nf

the mow, or the imaBinatlun of Joan, cr.ht
a dauiour oser mc? Or svas It iu tiuth a
rcalncciio?

Iu the forcKinund if reality it was
isrestleil two

Hastily I svlilnjiercd. "8tay here, Miaa
Mebor. Do not stir, as you saluo hlr life!"

As tlioudi ttiitud to a ktatue, .he stood
Mi 1. One hasty dimco I ca.t back as I
rusiied rlcaltbily nimard.

It is a sidit that belonca tomoalono: a
cai.vus. tlic (ilctitio cm sslneli si 111 never br-lo-

esc. i to her linrband loan Meilor,
stain iiiK Him-- , bati cd iu the mellow moou-li.li- t,

pr.ieasice, thastcas hiiov., beautiful
as mn aliBil!

1 eniue up to the wre'tlim: men.
Vihat au.rv sroub. lloalini; on the hrcee,

reached mc 1 ciiuuut sa. Cursos, tauuia,
thrc'ile' iuus, ami a name Clainlo Auuelo.

"I'oisard! cmvard!" thiiinlcrcd a voice;
"ll.tit me here, at lledlamb, nut in the
npdi, not with tr trickery, learned in
a Oornian uniscrsityl"

"No," I heard hiui answer. "It srould be
murder. Uei.tTrev Hilton!"

"i'i.ht fnr Joan, then for pretty Joan
Mellor, my lemaiil"

1 n ached them at this Juncture, but I waa
one Mctuid ti o lati.

One of them turned. It ssas tho form of a
MiatiL'cr.

In the hrisht llcht I aasraflash, aud ho
fell luasil) tn the earth.

1 spiaiiu over his pinlrate boils.
"(leollrey Hiltnii.' I laid, sternly, "jou

air; my prisoner! I arrest sou for attempted
innrihr!"

Ho turned to me.ieady tn spring upon mc.
I stood on the detensise.

Had he nunc' I base fclhd him tn
the eaiHi. I bad siouiul my cloak aroiiuil my
led arm. andapninached linn tearle.slv.

He dashed his hanrt ir.tr Ids eses, dared
nt mo st, th hoiror. then, with a hoarao ory,
turned and lied.

With a blind, mad null, heaped on fnr a
moment, then came a crash, a .titled ahrlolt,
and all ssas still.

The old miuo was hi. sepulchre. He had
broken through the rotteu railinca. aud
tuii.thase perished before he reached tho
bottom.

I knelt btslde Iho siouiuled man. Wood
was tlowinc from Ida .boulder, dabbling tho ,

white snow arouiuL
1 looked at the band.ome featurea aa I uu.

autff- - itLiA.-- jJJtolPt..Mj(!M

did Ida vest aud atanched Iho blood from tha jH
ssonnd. E

1 si us not alone I saw thia now. 7
Joan sias pillnsviiig hi head upon her

breast, niiirniurliit. to htm. obllvlou' ot aU
around. . . tag

1 ponied a little through bU teew,
and in a few moment' he opened hi. ere. 9l

Ho looked at Joan with ccsta.y hi. dark H
orbs fastened urocillly ou her face. iM" Am Iinheascn? " ho whiapered. JB

Fur answer sho bent and kiaaedhlalipa. ,

" I think he is dead!" walled Joan, an he KM
fainted again.

"Oh. no. Ills Mellor, the wonnd la not tf
aorious. Hut I wish Dick Ludlam waa here." .." 1 nm hero." ausnercd a nniet volco frosfj. ?
behind. ' I followed you all this way. And tB
this iM Claude, I snppobC."he .aid, aa he, '
tmi. kuolt boaido him. JR

I nniMcd. IM
"Wo must got him to myhonie,,he eon- -

tinned, ''there is no danger, except ot K
Ida being fro.Dii to death." HP

HctsTceu us sto lilted him np and bore him UM
on our shnulders, Joan following like t. ,aff
uiouruor at a funeral. ?2.

As srn reached the doctnr'a borne tie bell
crashing simultaneously from half a doaen. --)m

teenies proclaimed it Cliriatoiaa Day. JU
'ihemiasa20 had come to us once again 'fl"l'vacu uu earth,- - good will to ln.nldud."

r
A month passed away, and I heard .tie m

acqitol to this strango story, in which I had
played such a prominent part. 3

I remained with Hick ou Chri.tmaa Day. "

but it svas tho quietest Chri.tmai I orer J&
spent iu all my life.

Joan was by tho bedside of Claude: Dick m
Joineiliun at dinner, and peranaded ma to M
cat a mouthful of chicken and drink a iliu ,3

f nine. ;
Hhe seemed none the wnrso forheradveB- - a

tnrc; indeed, alio appeared to be mora
tnatmuly.ay, and more beautiful, too. than nt
ever yQ

I remember my parting with her. IhelrJ B
"""Oooibby.' dear Silas Mellor." I aaid. ,'.' ' hear Clando ia the hi-- hI am so glad to on
road Ui recovery. " .

"Hias en bless and prosper yonr ahe aaid, W
in reply. "Yean never thank you." M

Hlio did, though, alboit ahe know It nob '

I bent over her. and. as 1 did ao. ah SB
kissed my forehead. What more bleated ',
boiiedlctiou should I wlah forT 1 heard th ?
rest from Dick. '

"Claude Augelo has left mo," be wrote,
"and Itedland knows Joan Mellor no more. M
They aro married, andI Heaven help me! p
cast) 7 i to him! I can't sTite much,, bnt
tho sensation it created was something
enormous. Tliey rccosored ueoflrer lilt
ton's body. I spare yon tbo sickening de-- '1
tails. Homo dny we will go down and lea .1
Joan andClandein their Dosonshire home," dn

I sras scut to India at this Juncture, and ia
furtive long .ears was a stranger to old p,
Liigland. ,Jjjk

3iy first visit on mr arrival home waa to K,

the Academy. Ono picture, before which A
crowds gathered thick and fast, attracted m
my attention. W

It was "Tho Judgment, of raria." 1
'1 list Venus I Surely I knew her face, arl

nasmistakeii. I turned to the catalojroe . SM
o. ;tU7. "Tho Judgment of raria," by .g

Clauito Augelo.
The portrait was ono of Joan Uellor. Sfitt
A hand tnuched an shoulder. SIaeiirgul'said a ico. eagerly. JH
"Dlck!'Iansser-- -

Wo .food gazing at ah other. He looked wm
older, almost middle-age- I pointed to tho "RBI

picture. iB"Claiidn AnccloV," I mattered; "and ,'SM
thoVenilst"

"Joan I" lie responded. "I ,am goiruf
down to them this very day. Join me,"ha Wl

I accepted the invitation enthu.ia.ticallr. fl
We reached tbe pietty village, and sought

out tho famous painter, an A. It. (

ss hose pictures fetched thousands of ponnda, , M
And to think." I .aid. "onlrto think, -

Dick, liow near he waa to death that Christ. m
ma. Usol" '

"Ay." ho replied: " Ocoffroy Hilton fol--
lowed him like a bloodhound, bnt he waa g
foiled at last." ' 39

Wo had approached a beautiful home, Jg
siirrouuded by a wilderness of shrub trees: lA
in thodi tince. a riser gleamed like a silver B

ribbon; the sound of children's voices sraa jH
bnrnu to us on the summer breeze.

We camo on to the lanu uddeiiljr. B
Thtre. in two gaideu chairs, sat a hand-- Mm

some man ami a noble woman Clande An-- ,fH
gcloao'lbi. ssife.

A ruh of little feet etartled me from mr OB
0lj"e'nde"- -

Dick-Un- cle , pick! Pawl M
Mamma! Here la Uncle

He knelt down, and kissed the d

childrcu- -a pretty boy and girl aa they ;VjT
nestled to him lovingly. ,

Joan ran away from Claude with haaoi
outstretched. H"luck!" she cried.

"Jnau!" , ,,JH
Ho gazed down upon her beamingly, Sjl" Don't spoil him, Joan," roared Claude. ,." or sve shall see less of liim than ever. H ?,
"Hon- - do you do, Mrs. Angelol'' I ia m

quirtd, politely. ,,...' A
Mho ran to me, and covered mr hands wlti ,' jjf,

" Ui'atido Claude, cprae hither! Utn kt irf.more goon fortuiio!",.
He approached lazily: but as be saw ie, ' "imm

ho tluew away his cigar, and greeted Ka JJjB
''(Icor'co Harold,'' he raid; ''the man X i

has e dreamed of prayed tor "
He broke down, man as ho waa. .!"Claude, "said 1, after illniier that tH

inc. "1 will tell you how to thauk me, alne-'l- l
yon mako such a fnsa about it. '

"Tell mo how I" he exclaimed. dlI turped to Joan. jmMU' Ho .hall paint me a picture. mmmt"Thn subject!" "The.ubieatl''erIa4Dlaki
and Joan in a breath. )

"I will call It." I answered. ""A Dreftlon Chri.tmas Lve; or, I'amted on Obloa.'"J3iTears, cheers and, laughter, summer tree--. )?
ceeding svlutor uoh ia life. '8

Uood-h- to vou all, and a merry 'Cbriat.
mas to each and every one. X. '

'JMH

'Mm
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THE PLACID BHOTHEflHOOD.

Its Members Say tbe League Explosion

Was Such a Tiny One.

Pat Cahlll'o Rojoction and Other
Athlotic Nows and Notos.

Tho Brotherhood is not at all alarmed
ovor the explosion of the initial Leaguo
bomb ; in fact tbo Players' Lcnguo is do.
riving encouragement lroin it, according
to Secretary Kecfo nud others, und think
it was n very littlo tiny oxploslou. On tho
other bnnd, tho Nntionnl League ndbcr-cnt- s

express tbo bolief tlint tho 1'lnyera'
League will bo smashed into bits boforo
the opening of tbo baseball reason.

Ah coou as Jan. C arrives nud Ward ap-

pears in court cm n cbnrgo of being about
to vlolato his contract with tho Notional
League, it will bo moro clearly soon which
side guesses nearest tbo truth.

Thero seems tn be n decided movement
on foot to demnud of (he Board of Man-nge-

of tho Amateur Athletic Union tbo
oxict reason why the cntrv of Pnt
Cnhill was rejected nt tho recent
grent boxing nnd wrestling tourna-
ment nt tho Metropolitan Opera.
Houso. Tho Board of Managers cannot
be brought to tak with nnv ccrtn uty of
being placed iu Ibo wrong, ns under tho
rules of tho lluion they have a right to
reject nuv entry with' tit assigning nny
cnuso: still thero seems to be much pop-
ular hympnthy on tho sldo of tho p'ucUy
boxer of tho Scottish-America- n Athletic
Club.

Preparations aro being mado for ono of
tbe biggest athlotic meetings of tho year,
to bo held nt the armory of Ibolonv-hevcut- h

Regiment in Brooklyn. Fob, 21.
Tho Athletic Association of tho Forty.
seventh will bo assisted by tho Kings
Couuly Wheelmen, ono of Ibo lending
bievchng orcnuizntions of tho oountrv,
and by tho Star Athletic Club,
whicli has tho reputation of being ouo of
tbo prize. winning athlotic organizations
of this section of Ibo country. Tho
armory, which is nt tho cornor of Mnrcy
avenue and Hcywnrd street, affords every
facility for an athletic meeting on a
gigantic scale.

Captain Charles Gill, of last Fnll'B
Yale frotball team, has tbo greatest ndmi- -
rnlion for Captain Arthur Cumnock, of

' tho Harvard football team. Ho says bo

would have given anything bad Cumnock
pine to Yale, so that bo coulel have bad
him for a partner iu training a team.

m m

Hilly Rhodes, by tho way. is tbo new
Yalo captain, elected to succeed Gill.
Rhodes was to Imvo been captain Inst
Fall, but when Gill returned to college
he iraiucdiulely resigned in bis favor.
Rhodes weighs 1(15 pounds, and uses
etcry ounce of his weight in n game,
playing as if his lifo depended on wiu-uln-

Rhodes, last Fall, had particularly bard
luok in being dlsqunlltled for roughness.
This rough method of play is not duo to
nuv spilof illness on bis part, but solely to
enthusiasm. As captnin of tbo team
next yenr this feature of roughuoss will
probnbly bo eliminated from his play.

w

It isn well. known fnct among nil col-leg- o

men that Princeton will do an tiling
for its n'lilctcH. This is tbo chief reason
why tbo great cry was raised Inst Fall
against Ibo Jersey college because of al-

leged prolosilouallsin. Tho athletes own
tho college. For this reason many of the
best athletes in tho country grnvilatn to
Princeton naturally. Then, too. tbo Col-leg- o

Is over on thn alert to athlello
talent.

If thero Is an amateur in Chicago who
is said to pitch a fine gamo of bnsebnll ho
Is immodistelv coaxed to coins lo Prince
ton. If nuotber man in Snu Francisco is
reportod to bo a Hue football player per-
suasive eloquence Is forthwith brought to
bear on htm.

The Norwegian skater. Paulsen, is
anxious to race Jos Donogbue,

the Ncwburg skater, lor largo slakes. It
will ho remembered tlint Donoghuo de-

feated Paulsen when iu Europe Inst Win- -
' ter. Thin hns ran K led iu Paulson's breast
ever since. Pnulsen is tbo ehiimploti of
Luropo. Joo will not rai'c for Hlnkos, as
bo would thus become) n professional
Paulseii's friends say thev will book him
to tho extent of a 2o,0(H) purse to defent
Iho Ncwburg boy. Douoghuo Is nt present
iu Minneapolis giving exhibitions.

Western Jury.
lVow lk Eporh. I

Anxious Prisoner (to Hl.orilD Don't you
think tho jury will bring in theerdict bo-

foro long?
Hhenn (dubiously) It's hard tn tell. ou

seo each Jurvmaii had a quart bottle of
whiskey in his hip pocket, and I think if
yon know your fate by morning
you'll bo lucky.

Tho Dlfforence.
tm IA. ,tir 1'orlr ir,.Ky,

Stranger There scorns to bo a Sunday law
in this town.

Resident Yo. sir. If you want to get
slimed you will haso to wait until Monday.

Stranger Oh, I don't want to get shaved.
I want to get drunk.

Rosident t'omn with mc.

BUDS IN HUMOR'S CM.!

Odds and Ends of Funny Talk Gath-

ered from Everywhere.

Tho Wnltor'a Tip.
OYosi .Vttf HV.Uy.J

Waiter (to Brown, on whnso bald head he
has Just upset his tiuvi hkusu me, boi-s- !

but Iho fact am dnt when a gemamlu fmrits
to tip elo waiter ills tray am Just Mire ter do
do tipping fet him.

It Can Elovnto Itsolf.
Iftnirl JflfSffJ' Wtflhj, J

Slmcral The eleatora of
the stage forgot ouu thing.

Hnnopet What is that?
Slmcral That it already has wings and

files.

Tho Luzioat Man.
1lOW T.Trl ,'rftf.1

Harry Who's that past lug on tho other
sldo of tho sticct?

Charley Dear hoy, you'll have to excuse
mo. I'm leally to fatigued too look further
than the middle of the street

Fires Aro Rnginir Evorywhoro.
from tht lf.lfi Otmrltr

First Kmalt Boy Wo had a file at our
home last night.

Second Small Boy That so?" Yes. Pa find sister's beau."

Butchered to Mako a Holiday.

The Young Turkey Well, wo'vo escaped
Thaiiksclving! Gobble! gobblo! gobblo!

Experienced Cobbler (sadly) My son. elo
lint let your life lusuraiico policy lapse.
Christmas is coming.

Ho Would Bo Thore.
From Tit

Minister I am surprised to seo you skat- -

lug ou thn holy Sabbath, my young man.
The Sunday-scho- is the proper place for
ynn.

Nmall Boy-- Oh. that's all right. I'm going
to stop iu tlmo for that.

Two Ilnrvnrd arnduntoa.
hnm IVsm .Si!fiw.

llcv. Dr. Discord-Wh- y, dear Jack, I am
rlad titirnynii. Yon nrn looking so well.

bnt have sou been doing?
.luck SciagBs Pitching for a Leaguo

ili'bat it.i.niMin year. Wlint aro you doing?
DK'niil-l'icaclil- iig for a chapel at f.00 a

ymr!

Tho Tellor Wouldn't Toll.
(from SirX.l

Parmer Oatcako (at back window) I nay,
Kin vetoll mo- --

Mi. Caslimnro Onto tho next window If
you want nny information,

"Ihiiiidernfinnl I'd like tn know what
vou got that sign "leller orer your
bead lor any way?"

Doing a Lnnd-Ofllc- o BuBlnoss.
fivm rifl.

Illedibn (letting ilch out West, are you?
Dobbs-You- bct I am.

sslmt nro you elolng?"
"Painting slgn-po.- with the word

( hlos.cn ' mi to put up In Illinois and show
Irasellers where they are when they aro
Iot.

FROM FLORIDA.
Plvtn !,no

sUNTLrMrN !noloft1 find t, fftrwh'rh n1
mothn nrtulni Dr. V, Alt I.ANr'n Oi rnnATrn
1,l i.n rni.n 'I ho tlriUKlittirrn kpfpn thn counter-
foil, hut I nuist have lite Krnu.n, W hfc I mm.
UMnn )nnr pHU for thlrt)trtiv par nd hatu
found them h'ttnr thin aujrnlhnr. Wo mo thmu
In cav oi thill and forrt djtrntm-jr- , bad rohla,
liilloiinnpsm, hfiaUcho and klndrad double We
highly rfLommmid thfm to all anlTflrvra.

Mm. 1''. 1. 11 A U MUCK,
HoralCttj, Kla Oct. , 1HS7.

In cmo of lck licadach. hlllounn-- tnrnld IWr,
and rptlTrnfts. Dr. O.McJjAHr'MV.L

liltATl l IiMut I'lLM newr fall to girt relief fr
IwithZflAifa nnd nil ac. Thny are compounded with
rrjrard to ron the moit delicate constitution.
Hold by tl drnjutlitii price U5 tenta. Prepared
miljr lr Hemlnr llro . ritulmnr, IV tsonk out
for an Imitation undo In St. loiuU, which la olten
palmed oft" on Innojr at pur ahaarr ai our.

"" ""

A.lirHIMII.NT.
HAUU'.MOPKKA.imU.Hi: Ker prlcoa.

In lA 'lOSt A.
Thursday, Krldajr, hatnrdar ami Haturdar Matlnex

JK1 tKU.SUNANIM''UJitKNt'KUUMKl)VCU.
in 1111. NIVALIS.

5 MARIE WAINRIGHT mAmssmfltiitprv1iictinnofTt KI.FTII .Mil I IT.
Mimlnr Kvsnlng, l'rof, I'loiusell " Psrlst tbe

Ilt.utlfuK'ii;."
.

Uimpsnr. CTrninussI N. Ms! Mt, sty.
Thursday, Ml.i florsicn (U. Jolin as Mr isrlts.

A.SHIWliSIHNTK.

TONY PASTOR'S THEATRE,
THE HK8T HHOSV IJf T11K CITY.

Holitltty Mutinoo To-Da- y.

THE (tnCAT KNOI.IHtl UIIAItAOTEn AIiriST,
JKNNIi: VALIUM It IS,

HAS ARRIVED. SHE IS HERE.
AKI Wft.l, APPEAR. AMI TO XKIIIT
A Wg .Show. '25 FnvoriteH.

L I W I I V Jt 11 C'OI.OllED

SLAVERY
RELICS. ,07is,"
CIAII TIIKTnK, IlKOAtlSVAY 1SITI1 RT.
O .StATINEKS XMAS ANf SATUItUAY.

12 TEMPTATIONS 12
Is'sit Wsk -- t'tnnr OiTrnport tn "t.sToses '

Nr.W PAP.K TMESTKK. l.AHT SVKEK

DHIini j.. IMSTOCItACY.
I FAV, i:vi:iiyV.vi:mnh.

IIJ rI ISVfdnr.ilsj A S!urlr Mstlnee".

AUADKMY ISKNMAN TIIOMPHOX,

THE OLD HOMESTEAD.
MallnnaHaturdir. tnenre tOtUItt Adfanoi.

mI'm k K A.FANKA. Aoilnc.ly, IhMr-d.- j, rulsv. stnnlsr.
UAI.MKIt'rtTMI'.ArilK
JT HitsFiiinlncBt8. Tin r.'tir. Ilw ','0.

.1111. .H.SSMrllil.l) ItlUHAIUI HI.
tit y.Uns nsit Mstnrilsjr,

IU CI I A lit) 111. IIMPK'H SOItA.
fAtltKON llsKiiiist H.ilUo'cloeil. Ht Mat.

- hnotmouHnccss of

ViiMSK, AUNT JACK.
4 HIAfM t'O.VItKUT IIM.I.KOiTI'.U ti'Artic In Aimrlrri of

MR McGlflTY AND HIS FAMILY.
MatlnofH Moiidtj, Vrdndr ind Hnturdt

CTAMIAUU TIIKATIir THIRD MNtHT

"tiv DIXEY. SJIATINEr.S MATUllOATf.

Dookstader's StATiMiAATtJnnAY.
M11KH1IIE1 4 I'l.Y.NN.VaUaeVlllO LO. Ths(lrllnIM..lli.ly

Errrr I'.Tsninf si 8. l.'i Prttfsfnun y."ic. to i.ot).

:rl I.Y I'.VI'. N IT. MtllnesHAT snd SVPD.

SHENANDOAH.
.IACOIIS' III) AVK. TI1KATRK.HitA'allnro Mnndir. Thtirdnv And IStutdx.
HARBOR LIGHTS.

D.5.
X'l.WI'OKIIO.VTIICATKl. UH.lt:mi!iwrr,Is n.ar (irmit .1. (Irantl np.nloc Xtns. night.
Thn ar.ilw.t oIIiitit sm tn Nrw Ynrlt. Pnpultr
Iirtv MAtiiirn NMurCar, lill. liomuipaitinU

If.. Hxrrnd oonoprt Hund.r at 8 P. M,

WIMlSIMtTIIKATUK. ArniACTlON,Iln.n, n.irl'uil,
lirnrr (Irnat Hicca of th i&l.tfne.

Kv.nlngl niitltti1. I'Utnrf.na). P r. I Kt
IH TIIKIIICI.I.HOI- - llAM.P.iir.ltl'-- 1 at J.

ABltWKfUKWTH. fflnl
hqUAIlK TlfEJCTBK.. - HUWIOW fnn'fiDnt Af.JBC !..oSSIIwr'TH-- ; GOUiltYfc,M

tsnlnm.fl.17. AIIRsas . Btlnrday WM.B
MatniM Ohrlsttnas anil rw Vaf PH. W

CBRMIMB(MMKM
Admission. .".Oil. Hat rsxrved 'J wtssln la tHrilMHATiliC CUMIUtlKT l'.'.'liT.r.. nsii3l at- -- rtPX Kterr night, and C'hrl.lmu.ntt H.t, MaMMW 'tSHF'

V A. DIIAUY, in HoaHi.tiit. Un.t JOraaMC, f'AITKI4 DAItK. - ,

TT. V. MWI'.U'SPKOPrrfe'aTHBATnl-- ., . 'JB.El. lifsi. and Hat. jiSH
MtANDa AOnoaSTHK BRA. Tk.UrM. . J

Klilp Mesne I Wond.rlnl MMh.nlcal KfwcHI .,
Tin ltldMor Llfat Mir'loaaJtiattlnr Bi 'f

NO I'OUAI. INTIin"WOKlTl.
TllriOO'O NP.VT MUSK) It A Mi AM O .. slf

TliriATTtK, Hth and UIYHEUM nAT.J,.lTh.nraaJ ffl

Tlili t'llAKITV llAI.li.lMat.Hat. AXnw ,B
PT TTR SWINGING. EDEN MTTQ1?! ttflbLUD FENCING &DANCING.fflUOflll .

B",iTTI.U Opi lUTH 8T. H
rtur il fM.OKTTVSnUltO. ETtnuig. tTHAVg. HI

nitOOKl.VN AMUW-WKIt- i

iniTKWOV THFATHK. ffrl
j IUIWAP.11 A. KNUDSOS.,, M.nacw JM

tiKOitdi: i:. ikimik .....ifuiin.. at.nacw
PAKI.Olt TIIKATKK OF illtOOKLYM. M

Kpfii yorrrysoii th sttrsotlon. playing a. tal4
llou.s TIIi:Y AlfTIIK ItEHI.

AIATINEK8 wntKSDA' Ahll RATURDAT,
UlilllNI'MAN MATINF.F, JM

.IAMKH A. IIKUMK'S UKIKTIKO APART, iSwum tlckrlri .t Ho. 4 Court at. aad tbsst-t- baa- -
nffluH. lery lady to recelr. a .onrenlr CtuUtm aa
erfning. vc

Xiin.s Wtsk, iSfondar, Uoo. "3. MttlnM j
t'oniiusncing XmM D.t aaa fffi

l'llWAltll I1AM.AN. (Utardu. H
Chsmploa Oarsman, A DAHK.
lnhuRsclligHll.il. HKOBKT,
1 hi stagr, corend with water, K.w YW. Vvaak JM
lilts' "Jortair Jm

jAcouivBiuioKLYn tTikatrk. . .Hit,MatliiensMonday.SV.dne-ay.ndSatl- u af 3
Urand Hpeolaoular Prodaotsnn ot '

THE ARABIAN NIGHTS, iAll Orlglntl K.alur... The Dolt SJarwlrUlo. ,
ftia AUrTSllous 8lam Ourtatn. NK

Kyt.ry r.yrnlng, lnilintil Knowle. Korrli, M
ii.ii.i Mitin.s. ArYICrlllln Css-fi.Bu- ra a
MadiinS.uarHllll lllUll,' Theatre Unoowu. m

BOOTLESS BABY 1
RRANI1 OPERA-flOMaSJa- IUIIUKU Ktnry E'snlngandnioatMatlnMsa, ''.
THE EXILES.

MN.VH I'AKK TIlliATKK. ,3tCSOI. MatlnseaXma. and patnrdar. ,'
.1. O. DUI'K'M - A ill JOOMIOOPKIIA lrMfM ,COMPANY IN

.IA0OIIH' LYCEUM THEATRE. fHitSlt. C'llllIHrHAM.Thnra, andSaa,
JAR. II. WAMilUK-TI- IK UANOIT KINO. M

1 Si: Pn'inlarl'ri!a-IUwtrTdlra- ts. OAU, af NsrYar'.Wisli.H.Mac.y'.t.O.P. 5U H


